SSR KER 
FAA MAGAZINE 
\\FOR CHILDREN 
NOVEMBER, 


WIS DOM. } 


AC ni Ids N M 


| 
y 


+4 


lagazine devotc 
to Practical Chr 
Published on the 10th of 
each month by Unity School 
of Christianity, Unity Bldg., 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas 
City, Missouri. One dollar 
a year, ten cents a copy. 
Foreign subscriptions, six 
shillings a year. Entered 
as second-class matter Aug. 
8, 1898, at the post office 
at Kansas City, Missouri, 
under the act of March 3, 
1879. 


NOVEMBER, 1922 


Vol. XXVIII Ne 4 


\ 


= 


Should you care for the story of J iand 5 e, 
I'll tell it the way it was told to me. 


Two venturesome woodland midgets are 
these, 

Who swing in the vines and roam in the 
trees. 

Their tunics of finest of moss are made, 

Where the soft moss grows in the forest 

shade. 

The cups which the tiniest acorns shed 

Are helmets just fit for each cunning head. 

And sandals of violet bloom they wear, 

With laces of gossamer, strapped with care, 

A pine tree needle for balancing pole, 

They carry when jumping from twig to bole. 


Thus fitted for travel, the two set out, 

Exploring the bushes and trees about. 

They came to a hole in a hollow oak, 

Where, with deafening boom, a strange 
voice spoke. 
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Beyond, in the darkness, sat a great owl, 
Drawing his face in a quizzical scowl. 


“Who?” queried the owl, and Je made 
reply: 
“One of us is Je; one of usis Ji.” 


“Who-who?™ asked the owl, at a louder 
pitch. 


“Oh!” said Ji; “you want to know who is 
which?” 


Who-who-who?” cried the owl; then an- 
swered J e; 

“T see, you are asking about us three. 

We told of ourselves, and still you ask, 
‘Who?’ 

Pray tell us, in turn, some news about you. 

You should know yourself much better than 
we, 


Who know about Ji and know about Je.” 


Peering and scowling, the owl said no 
more, 

And Je and Ji turned from his open door. 

How stupid he seems,” remarked little Ji; 
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“The next time we travel, we'll pass him 
by.” 

Said Je: “You are right; it wasteful would 
be 


To spend our good moments with such as 


he.” 
“Now don't be afraid,” said the gallant Je; 


“Come closer, and stand by the side of me.” 
And each with the hand of the other clasped, 
They hid in a fern, till the rain had passed. 


They set out again, but a sudden drop 

Rolled down from a brier and made them 
stop. 

For Ji was then laughing; his mouth was 
wide, 

And the raindrop nearly all went inside. 

It set him to gurgling, it made him blink: 

“That's more than I care at one time to 
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So onward they went, and a sudden rain 
Swept into the forest from out the plain. 
Then, with thunders breaking above his 
head, 
Said Ji: “I wish I were safe in my bed.” 


With a primrose petal Je dried Ji's face, 
And merrily then they resumed their pace. 
But lo! they were stopped by a banner gay, 
Tied snug to some branches across their 
way. 
There a clever spider her web had spun; 
It shone like a blaze in the slanting sun. 
And just in the center the spider clung, 
Who at the intruders this challenge flung: 


Don't disturb my web, for fun or for hire!” 
Very sharp was her voice; her eyes flashed 


fire. 
And said Jito Je: “It is plain, my dear, 
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She means what she Says; let us not go 
near." 

They turned, and went on to a streamlet's 
side. 

“If we had a boat, we would take a ride.” 

It was Je who spoke; the keen eyes of Ji 

Detected a maple leaf floating by. 


“Oh! quick, quick,” he shouted; our poles 
will reach; 

Let us bring it up to this pleasant beach!” 

f With their poles they brought the leaf to the 
shore, 

And soon were going as never before. 


Half under the water, a brown old log, 
Madea speaker's stand fora noisy frog. 


He called, “Kerchog!™ to \ j 
the sailors two. Wn 
“Oh!” said Ji to Je: 
“Now what shall yy 


we do? 
Wy 
/ 


WAG 


KL 
SS 


He is big and spotted and very queer, | 
And I wish that neither of us were here!” | ) 
With an airy kick and a loud kerchog : 
7 down by the leaf jumped the lively : 

rog. 
The ripple he made rocked their tiny boat. 
“Hold steady,” said Je; “We'll keep her 


afloat. 


The sun was now setting; the nighthawk's 
cry 

Came clearly down from the sweet evening 
sky. . 

Said Je, the wise: “Let us row with our 
might; 

We must find some good place to spend the 
night.” 


To a bed of lilies they worked their way. 

ji -_ “This will do, while we wait for 
ay: 

Why, a better bed could never be had!” 

So they went to sleep ona lily pad. 
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WEE WISDOM 


CHAPTER IX 


THE PICNIC 


“Girls! Girls!” shouted Prudence, coming up to her two friends 
in the meadow, not many days after their visit to Rose. ‘Girls, we 
three are invited to a picnic in Uncle’s garden, and we are to go 
right now. Its being Saturday, with no school, Uncle said it is the 
best time. There will be seven of us at the picnic. Uncle says that’s 
a happy number.” 

““Who are the seven?” asked Patience. 

“Why, there’s Mother and the orange lady—her name’s Mrs. 
Pleasant—and Rose, Uncle Noble, Faith, Patience, and me; that 
makes seven. Do you know, I just found out, the other day, that 
Mother knows the way to the beautiful garden; isn’t that nice! She 
showed me her key, too; it is so pretty—a darling little pearly white 
cross. 

“T knew that,” said Faith. ‘“‘Her face is so sweet, I thought she 
must have been in the beautiful garden many times.” 

“Come on; let’s go to Uncle’s,” interrupted Prudence, “we'll get 
there just in time. Uncle and Mother together fixed the lunch, so 
we have nothing to carry.” 

“Very well,” said Faith, jumping up from the ground where she 
had been sitting, “I am quite ready to go. Lead the way, Prudence; 
Patience and I will follow you. 

It was not long before they reached Mr. Comfort’s gate, where 
they entered, hand in hand. Here a pretty sight met their eyes. The 
lunch was already spread on a big red table-cloth, in the center of a 
green grass plot in the shade of a large spreading tree. The cloth was 
covered with all manner of good things, such as biscuits, sandwiches, 
sweet buns, potato salad, pickles, sweet cakes, chocolate and coconut 
cakes, pies, and everything you can think of. Smilax from Uncle’s 
greenhouse was twined in and out among the dishes, and at each one’s 
place was a flower. Mrs. Pearly had just put the finishing touches 
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to the feast, while Uncle Noble stood off, a little distance, admiring 
it all. 
“Come, little girls,” he called, as the three approached, “we 


“The lunch was spread in the center of a grass plot, under a tree.” 


are just ready for you; the lunch is spread, and now that we are all 
here, we will sit down together and enjoy ourselves.” 
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““Where are Rose and her grandma>”’ asked Prudence. 

“Right here, coming now,” answered Uncle. 

At that moment the orange woman came through the door of a 
little cottage at the back of the grounds. Beside her walked a sweet- 
faced little girl, with sunny brown curls. She was dressed in a pretty 
blue dress, and looked altogether charming. 

“Why, is that Rose?” exclaimed Prudence, in a surprised tone 
of voice. 

“Yes, that is Rose. Does she not look well?’ inquired the 
uncle, smiling pleasantly. ““There’s nothing like sunshine and fresh air 
to make one well and strong.” 

’ “And love and kindness, too, sir, I’m thinking,” added Mrs. 
Pleasant, “‘for Rose was lonely in the little house over the hill. Why, 
little girls, it didn’t take but a day or two to put strength into that child, 
so that she could walk.” 

“The Spirit of love did it, Grandma.” 

““Yes, my darling, that is true,” answered the old lady. 

“Come, now that we are all together, we will be seated right 
on the ground, for I hold that Mother Earth will hurt no one, for she 
is warm and loving. Now, before we eat, we will silently give thanks 
to the Spirit of love, which little Rose speaks of, for all our blessings.” 

After the silent thanksgiving, Prudence said: 

. “Isn't it nice to be here, all of us together, and to have Rose so 
well >” 

““Yes, indeed, it is,” answered the grandma. “We feel very 
grateful to Mr. Comfort for his kind thought of us.” 

“Please don’t give me all the thanks, Mrs. Pleasant, for a certain 
little green fairy had a hand in this, as well as three little girls who go 
by the names of Prudence, Patience, and Faith. So really, when we 
come to look into the matter of your happy change, we shall find that 
Mr. Comfort had but little to do with it. I was only one to help. 
But let us tell them our delightful plan; shall we, Rose?” asked Uncle 
Noble, turning to the little girl. 

“Oh; yes, do,” and Rose clapped her hands. 

“Well, you see, Rose and I together have planned it all out. 
You know that all work and no play is not good for any one, neither 
is all play and no work, so Rose and her grandma are going to be as 
busy as possible. Instead of going from door to door to sell oranges, 
we think a little stand on a certain corner, which I have in mind, and 
a chair to sit on, and both oranges and flowers to sell, will be a great 
help in earning the money for one’s daily bread. I know a corner 
where I think Mrs. Pleasant can carry on a nice trade. 
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“For Rose, I have also a plan for work. Rose must go to school 
like other little girls, but after school hours and on Saturdays,. she 
can be a great help to me by serving customers who like to buy flowers 
from the garden, cut under their very eyes. This, Rose will be able 
to do nicely, after a little instruction from me, and it will be a healthy, 
happy work for her. Isn’t that so, Rose?” 

“Oh! yes, I shall love it,” and Rose’s eyes shone with pleasure 
at the thought of being useful and busy. 

“How will you get a stand for Mrs. Pleasant >”’ asked Prudence. 

“Oh! trust me for that. My man-of-all-work understands car- 
pentering, and between us, we will fix up a nice little table. I have 
a number of chairs and benches about my garden, and one of these 
I can easily spare.” ; 

““Won’t that be nice, dearie>”’ said Mrs. Pleasant, turning to 
Rose, with a happy smile. 

“Yes, indeed, Grandma. And you won’t have to walk about 
and come home so tired. Oh! it is all so beautiful that I have to stop 
and wonder if I am really awake, and not dreaming.” 

“Indeed you are not dreaming,” said Faith, quickly. “Only 
the horrid things in life are dreams; all of the good is true and real.” 

“Like the beautiful garden that we found,” said Prudence; 
“that is very real, and oh! so delightful. Have you ever been into 
the Garden of Wisdom, Mrs. Pleasant>’’ she asked, turning to the 
old lady. 

“Well, my dear, I hardly know.” 

“Oh! but you would know, if you had really been,” said Pru- 
dence, eagerly. “We will all show you the way, Uncle and Pa- 
tience and Faith and Mother and I,” and she edged up a little closer 
to Mrs. Pleasant, for Prudence was seated between her and Rose. 

“That is very kind of you, Prudence, dear; I shall love to go 
with you, for it must be a pretty garden if it is anything like this one,” 
said Mrs. Pleasant, looking about her as she spoke. 

“You can make your garden pretty by the flowers you plant,” 
said Patience. 

“‘What kind must I plant?” asked Mrs. Pleasant. 

“The kind you plant? I don’t know—I guess those you love,” 
answered Prudence. 

“T shall plant lots and lots of roses in my garden, for they are 
all love,” said Rose, eagerly. “And I do love you all for being so 
good and kind to us.” 

“Oh! I have a thought,” interrupted Prudence. “I believe 
Uncle Noble has helped you both to find your gate today; or anyway, 
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you'll know which way to look for it, when you start your work 
selling oranges and flowers.” 

“Perhaps you are right, little girl,” said Uncle Noble. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Rose, “I think I found my gate to the beau- 
tiful garden the first day I was here, and Patience and Faith will 
help me find the key, I am quite sure, as they helped Prudence. I 
know all about it, you see; Uncle Noble told me. I hope my flowers 
are roses and lilies; lilies are so pure and beautiful.” 

“Mother found her garden long ago,” said Prudence, as she 
passed the cake to her uncle, for, during the conversation, all had been 
doing justice to the good lunch spread before them. 

“Yes, Mother found her gate when you were quite a baby, 
Prudence, and many visits have I made to the beautiful garden since. 
And all these ten years have I been trying to help my little girl to 
find her way into the garden, but I was not the one through whom you 
found it. Faith and Patience came and helped you, and so you saw 
the way yourself, without my help.” 

“Let us all agree together,” said Uncle Noble, “to do all in 
our power to help all about us, no matter how they may look, no matter 
what they may seem, rich or poor, good or bad, to find their way to 
the garden, and so lead their steps that they may find their gate and 
their key, and enter in, to enjoy God’s beautiful blossoms—those 
flowers planted in love and joy and wisdom.” 

“Oh! yes,” said Prudence, “I promise to try. Let’s all join 
hands in a circle here, and promise to do what we can to help.” 
““That’s a good idea, little daughter,” said Mrs. Pearley. 

Together they joined hands and repeated after Uncle Noble, 
the words: 

I promise to try to help others find their way into the beautiful 
Garden of Wisdom. 

Let us steal quietly away from the happy group. Having seen 
the fruits of their wisdom, shall we not go and do likewise—find our 
way into the beautiful garden of true thought ? 

The end. 
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AND 
THE KATYDID 


AGNES DEERING MOORE 


“Ka—ty—did, ka—ty—did,—” 

“Why, she didn’t; she didn’t break Jane’s doll, at all,” said 
Peter to himself. “If whoever said she did, just now, says it again, I 
shall tell him she didn’t.” 

“Ka—ty—did, Ka—ty—did.” 

“She did not,” said Peter aloud. 

““Ka—ty—did, ka—ty—did.” The little voice shrilled into 
the silence. 

“T tell you she didn’t.” This time Peter fairly shouted. 

“Now, boy, whom and what are you talking about? And 
to whom do you think you are speaking>” chirped the little voice. 

““Oh-oh wh—who are you?” gasped Peter. ““You can’t be Jane, 
“cause she went down town with her mother, to buy a new doll. 
Besides, you don’t sound like a person, and I don’t see you at all.” 

“I hope you don’t think I have any time to waste in talking 
about your friends. I don’t care whether Ka-ty-did or Ka-ty-didn’t. 
I am telling you who I am. My full name is Mr. Ka-ty-did Locustide. 
What do you think of it? Of course, Locustidee is a family name. 
And a very grand one it is, if I do say it myself. Every one knows 
us as Ka-ty-dids, because we seem to say that word when we give 
our call. Now, how do you think we do it? You probably don’t 
know, but I'll give you a guess, anyway. 

Pes I don’t know,” said Peter, “but I should like to, very 
mu 

“Well, if you will listen, I will tell you,” said the little creature. 
“T’ve a sort of file under the side of my left wing which I rub over a 
ridge that is on the upper side of my right wing. It sounds simple, 
doesn’t it? Though I dare say you couldn’t do it.” 

The little voice paused for a moment and then continued. 

“You are fortunate to hear me say that word in the daytime for 
I usually sing it at night, after you have gone to bed.” 

“Oh! Mr. Katydid Locus—Locus—” 
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“I hope you don’t think I talk about your friends,” 
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“Never mind my last name, and you may leave off the Mr. 
I’m not particular about what I am called. What were you saying?” 

“Nothing much; I’m glad to hear you, but I wish I could see 
you. It is very trying to talk to something I can’t see.” 

““Haven’t you seen me yet?” asked the katydid. “Well, then 
you have a treat in store, for I am really very handsome. I am on 
the lower branch of the bush. Don’t you see?” 

“Oh! I see you now,” said Peter. 

“Of course you do. How do you like my suit? Isn’t it a beauti- 
ful pale green? And my wings are all one could ask, in beauty as 
well as in usefulness.” 

““Usefulness?” said Peter. 

““Why, to be sure, child. These wings are not only beautiful to 
look at, but by rubbing them together, as I have just told you, I make 
my call. If I didn’t, how would the other ka-ty-dids know I’m 
here, for I can’t make a light to attract my friends, as the fireflies can.” 

“Chirrup, chirrup,”” sang another little voice. 

“Why, bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Katydid, “if there isn’t 
Mrs. Ka-ty-did! Come here, my dear, and see this nice little boy. 
He is a good child. He doesn’t attempt to pull my legs or wings 
off, or to harm me in any way. I think Puck must have told him not 
to hurt any of the little people of the wood.” 

“But where are you, Mr. Ka-ty-did? I can’t find you, at all. 
Give your call once more, will you>” said Mrs. Katydid. 

Mr. Katydid obligingly called, “‘Ka-ty-did, Ka-ty-did.” 

““Ah! Now I know where you are. I'll be there in just a minute. 

““What a lovely branch you are on, Mr. Ka-ty-did! This would 
be a splendid place on which to raise our future family.” 

““We will select the place for our children’s home, later on,” 
said Mr. Ka-ty-did. “Here is a little boy who is impatient to have a 
chat with you.” 

““How do you do, boy,” said Mrs. Katydid. “From what Mr. 
Ka-ty-did tells me, I infer that you are interested in our family history.” 

“Oh! how do you do?” said Peter. “I suppose you are Mrs. 
Katydidn’t.” 

“Indeed, I am no such thing,” declared the little creature. 
“People say that we fuss at each other, and that one of us says Ka-ty- 
did, while the other says Ka-ty-didn’t, but they are mistaken. Mr. 
Ka-ty-did and I have never had a dispute in our lives. I was telling 
Mr. Ka-ty-did that this would make a lovely winter home for our 
family. I should like to arrange to place all our children upon this 
one branch, if possible.” 
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“Will you have a very large family >”’ asked Peter. 

“Oh! from 100 to about 150,” replied Mrs. Ka-ty-did, 
carelessly. 

“What a lot! Won’t you find it troublesome to bring up such 
a large family >” 

“They don’t take much looking after,” said Mrs. Katydid. 
“All I have to do is to lay a double row of eggs along the edge of 
a leaf, or on the branch of a bush or a tree, and when it is time, the 
eggs split along the top edge and the young Ka-ty-dids come forth. 
We usually begin to lay our eggs in the early fall, and continue until 
frost. By laying our eggs during this season, the young Ka-ty-dids 
look upon the world for the first time in the spring.” 

“Do your children look like you>”’ asked Peter. 

““Yes, indeed, the little dears are the image of me. And if you 
will come out to this bush in the spring-time, you will see our beau- 
tiful children.” 

“Oh! Mrs. Katydid, I'll be sure to remember and come out here, 
the first thing in the spring. O-o-o-o— — 

“But there’s Mother calling me, so I must go. 

“All right, Mother, I’ll be there in a minute.” And Peter 
jumped up and ran quickly to the house. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them.] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 

God is my all, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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JOYS 


LIDA R. HARDY TALKS 


GOD'S GIFT OF CORAL AND STARFISH 


“And God said, Let the waters swarm with swarms of living 
creatures . . . and God saw that it was good.” 

Truly we are being led “‘into regions yet untrod,” and how fas- 
cinating it all is! Far more so than any fairy story. And how much 
more we love them because they are true and are written by God the 
Father for his children who are willing and glad to listen and learn. 

We enjoyed the story of the sponge and sea-flowers. It seemed 
very strange to us that a creature could grow on a stalk and look so like 
a flower and yet be an animal. 

Next to the sea-flowers, in beauty of tint and coloring, comes 
the coral. If you never have seen a variety of different kinds of coral 
you cannot imagine how lovely it is. 

First, let us examine this dainty bit of white coral. It is covered 
with little cells. A tiny animal called a polyp once lived in each cell. 
These polyps made the hard coral, gathering their material from the 
water. There are many different kinds and colors of coral; the polyps’ 
ways of living and multiplying are different also. Some kinds send _ 
forth from their mouths tiny globes of jelly which float about for a time 
and attach themselves to rocks, ready to grow. There is a kind of coral 
called the organ pipe coral, in which each pipe is a cell. Still another 
kind is the mushroom coral, which is built by a single animal and which 
looks like a mushroom. There is also the red, precious coral. The 
reef builder builds a coral which looks like a lobe of the human brain, 
and is found far down in the depths of the sea. There are millions 
and millions of these industrious little builders, laying their founda- 
tion miles deep, and building, day by day, a structure as solid as the 
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rocks, which finally reaches above the water and forms an island. 
On the top of the island is formed soil which is made by wind, water, 
and crumbling coral. Here seeds are carried by winds and birds; 
soon the island is covered with shrubs and waving nut trees and fruit 
trees. 

The entire island starts from one common root, like an immense 
bush branching out again and again. Each branch contains countless 
numbers of the tiny bodies. The great whole then, is one creature 


“There are many different kinds and colors of coral.” 


and yet many creatures, like the dandelion which is one flower and 
many flowers, or the great ocean which is made up of many drops. 
All these are symbols of God’s universe. 


Another curious sea animal is the starfish, whose mouth is in the 
under center part of its body. From the starfish branch out five arms 
or rays. At the end of each ray is an eyespot. In each arm there 
is a channel along which are found four rows of sucker-like feet. 
The starfish has breathing organs, blood vessels, a nervous system and 
organs of digestion. It is very devoted to its young. The eggs are 
contained in little pouches situated at the base of the rays. After the 
mother starfish deposits her eggs, she hovers over them as a hen broods 
her chickens and constantly guards them from all dangers. 


So we see that even the starfish, through which God expresses in 


so small a degree compared to the birds and animals, manifests the 
Father’s love. 
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THE LITTLEST ONE 
DoroTHY SHEPARD McComsB 


When all the rest have gone to school, 
Because I am so small, 

I have to stay at home and play 
With no one else at all. 


But then, I’m never lonely, 

For when they’re gone, you see, 
I give myself another name 

And come to play with me. 


SINT Duy 


The other children are so big, 
Sometimes they are not kind, 


And when they play at running games, 
I’m always left behind. 


But, when I’m playing just with me, 
I don’t run fast at all, 
I stop and pick me up and ask: 


“Did it hurt much to fall >” 
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I shey so happily alone, 
All day without the rest— 


When they have gone away to school, 
I think I like it best. 


So when the day is over, 
And it is time for tea, 

I kindly ask myself to come 
Again and play with me. 
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A THANKSGIVING LETTER 


Dear Wees: 


We are making a change in the subscription price of Wee 


“Wisdom to our little friends in other countries. By this change, 


our Wees in other lands will find it easier to pay for the magazine. 

You know that it costs you more to travel fifty miles than 
it does to travel five miles. Well, it costs us more to send Wee 
Wisdom to places outside the United States than to places in the 
United States; because of this we have been charging more when 
the magazine was ordered for other lands. 

But we have talked it over, and have decided that we will 
not do this any longer. So the Wees in China, in England, in 
Africa—the Wees all over the world, may now have Wee Wis- 
dom at the same price. We want you, wherever you are, to 
have the magazine if you care to have it. 

Beginning with January, one dollar will pay Wee Wisdom’s 
traveling expenses a whole year, to any part of the world. By 
this change, the Wees in those countries where money is not so 
plentiful as it is with us, can be more sure of having the magazine. 
And it will help those of you who wish to pay subscriptions for 
little friends abroad. If you want to send Wee Wisdom for 
Christmas presents abroad, you may do so for $1.00 for each 
subscription, even though the new rule does not go into effect 
till January. 

We are telling you this good news as a kind of Thanks- 
giving message, for we know that you will be glad and thankful 
to hear that from now on, the Wees everywhere will have the same 
opportunity to know and to enjoy Wee Wisdom. 

The Unity workers who make the magazine ready for you, 
send every one of you many blessings and much Thanksgiving love. 


—The Editor. 
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THE ROSE 


MarJoriE KENT (12 years) 
: Boston, Mass. 


“Oh! Mother,” cried Dorothy, as she burst into the sewing 
room where Mrs. Gray sat. “Mr. Johes just passed by with a 
bouquet of roses, and when he saw me, he called me to him, and asked 
me if I liked flowers. When I told him that I did, he asked me 
whether I thought that I could find a lesson in the blossoming of a rose, 
if he gave me one to bring home to watch. I said, “Yes,” and he 
gave me this beautiful rosebud. He asked me to tell him if I made a 
discovery, so that he might share my happiness. I promised him that 
I would. Now, where shall I put this bud, Mother?” 

Mrs. Gray leaned back in her chair and thought a moment. 

“Dorothy dear, go and bring Mother that tall vase, filled with 
water.” 

When Dorothy brought the vase, her mother carefully placed 
the rosebud in it, and stood it on the window sill. 

“Now, Dorothy,” said Mrs. Gray, “don’t you think it would 
be a nice plan for us to come here every morning after breakfast, and 
listen to the rose? ‘Then when it has told us all we want to know, we 


- invite Mr. Jones over some afternoon, and share our secret with 
im. 

“Oh! Mother, that would be just lovely. You always have 
the most wonderful ideas!” 

So every morning, Dorothy and her mother went up to the 
sewing room, and listened to the rose. At the end of their third 
visit, Dorothy said sadly, 

“Why, Mother, I don’t see any use in coming up here every 
morning when the rose doesn’t say a single thing.” 

“*Just wait patiently, dear,” answered her mother, “for the rose 
has a great deal to tell us, if we only know how to listen.” 
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Mother was right, for the very next morning after their fourth 
visit, Dorothy exclaimed, 

“Why, Mother! I didn’t know a rose could say so much in the 
stillness. I was sitting just as still when the first thing I knew, some- 
thing said to me, ‘I am purity,’ and I knew it was the rose talking. 
It wasn’t saying it aloud, but it just seemed to say it through the still- 
ness, and it was such a sweet voice, too. Then I sat just as still, and 
it said, ‘I am love. I am giving. Hush! God works through me in the 
stillness. Be still!’ and oh! so many other things.” 

““My little girl has learned a great lesson this morning,” said Mrs. 
Gray, “‘for she has learned how to listen. Never forget how to listen, 
dear, for if you can hear a rose talk to you, then you can hear God 
talk to you in the stillness of your own heart.” 

That afternoon, Mr. Jones called on the Grays, and heard 
about how the rose had told Mrs. Gray that it was calmness, beauty, 
life, and fragrance. Ther it all came out how Mr. Jones had been 
listening to the rose, too, and how it had said to him, “I am stillness. 
I am the smile of God.” 

Mr. Jones stayed to tea, and as they sat around the fire in the 
twilight, Dorothy exclaimed, 

“Why Mother! I think people are just like roses, for when one 
knows the Truth, he unfolds like the rose, and all you can see in him 
are the God seeds of life, love, health, Truth, and wisdom. And you 
see, when he has unfolded, one can’t see his outer self, for it is 
turned back just as the outside petals of a rose are hidden out of sight 
when it is full blown.” 

Mrs. Gray kissed Dorothy, and said she guessed her little girl 
was right. 

As Mr. Jones was preparing to go home, he looked at Dorothy 
and said, 

““My child, I hope you will be as able to find lessons in other 
things as you were in finding a lesson in the rose.” 


GREETINGS FROM MAY 


HarriET BoZARTH (11 years) 
Williamsburg, Va. 


Greetings from May! 

Through the long, long, day. 

The birds are singing, 

While little children are swinging, 
To greet the day, 

And to be happy in May. 


i 


TS 


WEE WISDOM 25 


HOW ROSE WAS CURED 
Marion RoBERTSON (10 years) 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


Once there was a girl named Rose. She had beautiful golden 
curls and pretty blue eyes; but she had a habit of quarreling. At 
school the girls would not play with her; they ran away from her, and 
teased her. 

One day a girl named Laura moved into the apartment above 
Rose. Laura was a pretty girl, and very kind and loving. The next 
morning, they walked to school together. Rose tried to quarrel with 
Laura, but she could not. On the way home from school, Laura told 
Rose about Wee Wisdom. When they reached home, Laura brought 
out her Wee Wisdoms, and they read them together. Rose liked Wee 
Wisdom so well that she subscribed for it. Later Rose and Laura 
started a club, which they called the “Wee Wisdom club.” 


MY LOVE 


HASENSTIEN 
Leominster, Mass. 


I send you my love, dear Unity, 

It’s a long way from here to Kansas City, 
But I know you are near, 

Because God is everywhere, 

And my love will reach you in safety. 


LESSING 


Abundant substance now 


‘ rd For daily bread, in Jesus’ 


name. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom has taught me many good lessons, 
and I know it will teach me many more.—Pearl Crossley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for almost two years and have 
enjoyed you very much. I cannot tell you what story I like best because I 


like them all. I am now trying to learn The Prayer of Faith—Lucille Bauer. 


Dear Wees—My little sister has a cat and two dogs, and I have Wee 
Wisdom. I like it very much.—Ester L. Trotter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I wish you would come every week instead of every 
month. I enjoy you very much. I like best of all the Peter Pan stories.— 
Frances Holt. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like Peter Pan, “The 


Garden, The Gate, and the Key,”” Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks, and Magic 
Pillows.—Evelyn Birney. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom from cover to cover. I like 
best Peter Pan, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” I can hardly wait 
for Wee Wisdom to come.—Rosalie Shreve. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you for about two years. I 
think Wee Wisdom is the best magazine that I have ever read, and am always 
glad when I get it—Jris Ruggles. 


| 
| 
~ NH ? | 


WEE WISDOM 27 


Dearest Wee Wisdom—I enjoyed the Birthday number very much, 
as did all the girls I know. I send my love to the Wees and Boosters.— 
Augusta Dixon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I can’t tell what I like best. 
I am going to try to get a Peter Pan cap.—Dana Dickinson. 

Dear Unity—I read Wee Wisdom and I find it very interesting. I like 
Peter Pan, Busy Sunbeams, and the puzzle page.—Violet Aldridge. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for three months, and I like you 
very much. I read you right through. Since I have taken you, I seem to find 
my school work much easier. I used to be very poor in arithmetic, but with the 
help of The Prayer of Faith, I have done well.—Mary Johnstone. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for ten months, and like you 
fine. I think you are interesting from beginning to end. I like ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key,”” best—Alma Howard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been getting a great deal of help from Truth 
this summer. Wee Wisdom is a great joy to me. I have been using the 
Truth to help me in the smallest detail of my life. I am opening a Booster club. 
I am sending for the Wee Wisdom prosperity bank. I have been keeping a 
tenth of all my earnings to give as love offerings. As I grow older, your stories 
seem more precious and more interesting —Maurine Williams. 

Dear Boosterp—We love Wee Wisdom very much. We like best “The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and the Booster letters. We inclose a 
love offering —Ella and Jean Fuehrer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom. I wish it would come every 
week. I like best, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,’’ Table Blessings, 
and The Prayer of Faith. I have The Prayer of Faith on my bedroom wall. 
—Helen Barkmer. 

Dear Wees—I like all the stories in Wee Wisdom very much, but best 
of all I like Peter Pan. I always learn a lot of interesting things from Peter 
Pan. I lend my Wee Wisdom to a friend of mine, and she likes Peter Pan 
best, too.—Virginia Hoyt. 

Dear Wees—I enjoy you very much. I wish you came every week in- 
stead of every month. Wee Wisdom’s birthday is mine, too. I like best ‘““The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ Bible Lessons, and The Prayer of Faith. 
Both Mother and I read Wee Wisdom.—Helen D. Doyle. 

Dear Wees—I am very fond of Wee Wisdom. I have been taking it 
for eight months.—Eleanor MacDougall. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all the stories and poems but I like the Booster 
Club best.—Dorothy Morrell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I cannot say which story I like best; they are all 
so dear. Wee Wisdom helps me very much. It helps my mother and father 
to be happy, as well as me. I took some copies of Wee Wisdom to school, 
and the teacher read them to the boys and girls. They enjoyed them very 
much.—WNick Cavnah. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like Puzzle Page and 
Young Authors, best. I wish that Wee Wisdom came every week instead of 
every month.—Dorothy Davis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I love its stories; 
they are very helpful. I like the Bible Lessons. My mother and father, and 
sister and brother like to read Wee Wisdom. My friend likes it, too. 
—Olive Swaby. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am sending all my old Wee Wisdoms to a hospital 
for sick children, and I hope they will get as much good from them as I did. 
I can hardly wait for Wee Wisdom to come. I like ““The Garden, the Gate, 
and the Key,”’ best. I like the puzzle page very well. Here is a poem I 
composed : 

God loves all the animals 
And things that crawl or fly, 
But most of all he loves his children 
And that means you and I. 
—Mary Bringer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. We have been taking you 
for a long time. You have done me a lot of good. When I get sick, I say 
The Prayer of Faith. I read Unity Magazine, too.—Ruth Ruley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I just received my August Wee Wisdom, and I 
think the new cover is very pretty. I can play the little piece of music in Wee 
Wisdom. I like it very much.—J/rene Schmitt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you, seven months. I never 
knew of you until you were sent to me one day. I don’t know how you héard 
of me. I like you very much, and when the postman comes, I look for 
you, though I know that you don’t come often.—Doris Bear. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lIt is a long time since I wrote to you, but I love 
every bit of you, just the same. I send love to all the Wees.—Jessie Robertson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI sure enjoy reading you. I get a lot of good from 
reading you. One day, I was sick, and Mother told me to get Wee Wisdom 
and read it. I did, and soon was well.—J/ewel Braswell. 

Dear Unity—The Booster club letters are very nice indeed. As I read 
some of the stories, I felt ashamed because I have not written a story for Wee 
Wisdom. They are nice, and have good lessons in them. I am going to write 
a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom.—Virginia B. Mathony. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You were a gift to me. I am very glad to have 
you, and I send my hearty thanks to you all. My favorite page is Bible Lessons. 
I think you are a very nice magazine.—T essie Burmeister. 

Dear Wee Wisom—I like you very much. As soon as the postman 
brings you, I read you through. My little brother reads you, too. I like the 
Booster club, best.—Adlee Houston. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had you for eight months. I like you very 
much. I like, ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” best.—WNettie Dow. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I couldn’t be without you. I am very glad 
that my friend sent you to me; I can never thank her enough. I love you very 
much, and I know that you are helping me in many ways. I think I shall 
organize a Booster club in our Sunday school, this fall. I got Wee Wisdom, 
yesterday, and I read it while I froze ice cream. I think the birthday number 
is very nice, but I missed the regular departments. I played and sang the 
music that was in the August number. Why can’t we always have a music 
page >—Florence Preston. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have received you for two months. I will get 
you for one year, and I am glad. I like you very much. I am learning The 
Prayer of Faith—Edna Prince. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We have a small club belonging to the Peter Pans. 
I like to read about the birds and other things in Wee Wisdom. My grand- 
mother takes it too.—Wéill J. Hale. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy everything that is in the dear Wee Wisdoms. 
I read them over several times, because | like them so well.—Lena Wyman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I wish you came every week. 
I like The Prayer of Faith; it has helped me very much. I like ‘““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key.”—Azel Martin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The minute you come into the house, I read you. I 
always give you to a friend of mine, when I have finished reading you.—Barbara 
Baldwin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to have you visit me each month. I read 
you from cover to cover. I like ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”” and 
The Prayer of Faith, best—Susie Davis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like ‘“The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key,’’ Young Authors, and the Bible lessons, best. Here is a 
poem I wrote: 


I love the birds; I love the bees; 
I love the flowers; I love the trees. 
. I love the rabbits; I love the squirrels, 
I love the whole, wide, wonderful world. 
—Margaret Norton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have been coming to me for nearly three years, 
and I like you very much. I enjoy reading the letters from the Wees. I like 
best the Busy Sunbeams.—W anna Eitel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all your stories, but I like ““The Garden, the 
— the Key,” Young Authors, and the puzzle page, best—Ruth W. 

aniels. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like Busy Sunbeams and 
the puzzle page, best of all. I love The Prayer of Faith; it has helped me very 
much. Your loving friend.—Leroy Price. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for almost three 
years, and I love it. My favorites are ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” 
Young Authors, and the puzzle page. The birthday number of Wee Wisdom 
is a lovely edition, and has many nice stories, poems, and pictures. [I wish we 
might have as large a copy every month. I am inclosing a poem which | wrote 
one evening at sunset. We have beautiful sunsets here in Mexico.—Helen 
Marie Reyer. 

Dear Unity—I would not think of missing one number of Wee Wisdom. 
If I did not get it, I should be very lonesome. I learn many good things from 
it. I am going to scatter all my magazines. When I go to Sunday school, I 
am going to give one to my teacher, and one to the boy who lives downstairs. 
He told me that his mother likes to read Wee Wisdom.—Margaret E. Wipper. 

Dear Friends—My aunt subscribed for Wee Wisdom for my birthday 
present. I enjoy the Young Authors, best.—Eleanor Croner. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I can’t say which 
part I like most. My brother, four years old, says the poem, ‘‘Mother.’”’— 
Ruby Howe. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are the most wonderful magazine for 
children that I have ever seen. I read you from cover to cover.—Dorothy 
Epperson. 


Dear Wees—I like you very much, but I like best ““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key.”—Nova Trimble. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy Wee Wisdom. I like Blanche’s Corner, 
and Home Tots, best of all. My big brother sent you to me. His five children 
enjoy you very much.—Minnie Rows. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I love you from cover to 
cover. I am very fond of the Bible lessons. I think Wee Wisdom is a won- 
derful magazine. I have learned The Prayer of Faith by heart, and say it 
whenever I need help.—Frances Cave. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Every month, I lend you to a dear, elderly lady with 
snowy hair. She enjoys you very much. I like best ““The Garden, the Gate, 
and the Key,” the puzzle page, and the needlecraft page. I am going to try 
to make the Unity bead chain, too. Inclosed you will find a love offering that 
I earned this vacation. Love to all the Wees.—Audrey Travis. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI was pleased to find you in the mail box yes- 
terday. I just had to read you before I got home. Your decoration is beautiful, 
this time. What has happened to Harriet Ells? She wrote such interesting 
letters. The fairy song is very pretty. I like every page in you. I’m going 
to try and get up a Booster club.—Florence Ruley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI received my first copy of Wee Wisdom. I enjoy 
all the stories, but I like best Young Authors.—Elda Grothman. 

Dear Secretary—My sister takes Wee Wisdom and I love it, and enjoy 
it as much as she does.—Agnes Goss. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandmother sent you to me, and | am glad. 
I love you all; I read you from cover to cover. Give my love to all the 
Boosters.—Helen Swerdfezer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom. My grandma takes Unity 
Magazine and she likes it very much. I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and 
the Key,” best. I count the days for Wee Wisdom to come. Wee Wisdom 
helps me in my school work.—Leslie Eva Watters. 


Wees WuHo WiIsH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Madeline Mitchell, school work; Evelyn Zacher, health for cow; Barbara 
Baldwin, memory; Georgiana Adams, health for mother; Irene Schmitt, new 
members for church; Frances E. Leslie, music and patience. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB 


Theodosia L. Quein; Ella Greibe; Althea Boedeke; Olga Schreiber; 
Gertrude Perronne; Evelyn Zacher; Adlee Houston; Frances Robinson; Tavia 
T. Akounine; Agnes Goss; J. B. Whitelaw; Ruth Ruley; Minnie Rows; 
Eleanor Croner; — H. Powers; Helen Webster; Mildred Lyons; Pauline 


Sims. 


WeeEs WuHo WiIsH To CoRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Floris V. Case, Paradise Valley, Nev.; Theodosia L. Quein, Box 86, 
Potter, Nebr.; Evelyn Zacher, Seaside, Monterey co., Calif.; Frances Robinson, 
1532 Bellaire st., Denver, Colo.; Ruth W. Daniels, Scituate, Rivermoor, 
Mass.; Ruth Ruley, Springwood, Va.; Doris Bear, 1029 Cedar st., Berkeley, 
Calif.; Jessie Robertson, 234 Fifteenth st., Buffalo, N. Y.; Helen Marie 
Reyer, Minas Dolores, Matehuala, S. L. P., Mexico; Pauline Sims, Rosedale 
Barracks, Toronto, Ont., Can.; Ellen Joy, 535 St. Ans. ave., Bronx, N. Y. 
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All of the really worth while things belong to all of us, because 
God is the Father of us all, and he gives as much to one as to another. 

God gives life to all of us. On the inside, away within where 
God is, our lives are alike. But on the outside they are not alike. 
We do not look alike, our voices are not alike, our clothes and our 
homes are not alike. 

The life of God in us makes our lives alike on the inside. Our 
thoughts make our lives unlike on the outside. 

Flowers attract bees and butterflies, which come for the honey 
to be found in the hearts of the flowers. Ripe cherries attract birds, 
which come for the pulp of the fruit. There comes to your life and 
to my life whatever we attract to us. Those who need courage come 
to us, if we have courage to offer them. Those who need love come 
to us, if we have love to offer them. Whoever comes to us comes be- 
cause of something which we have to give. 

Our thoughts attract more than people. They bring to us what- 
ever we have in our homes. Whatever we have shows what our 
thoughts have been. 

When we wish for something lovelier on the outside of our 
lives, we must think lovelier thoughts. For while God makes our 
lives just the same on the inside, he lets us have on the outside only those 
things which our thoughts bring to us. Lovelier thoughts than we 
have been thinking will bring lovelier things than we have had before. 

We must never wish to take from any one any outside belong- 
ing. If one of our friends has a new book, and if another has a 
pretty handkerchief, these have come to them because their thoughts 
have attracted them. We do not wish to take what our friends’ 
thoughts have brought to them. We wish to have our own. 

When we know how to attract our own, we will be so wise 
that we will never wish to have what belongs to some one else. We 
will trust God to give us our very own, which will be more delightful 
to us than a whole world of what belongs to another could be. And, 
as surely as we trust God, we shall receive the good things which we 


ask. Our thoughts will draw them to us. 


YOUNG STUDENTS 
YOURS, MINE, AND HIS 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 


FRANCES W. FouLks 


Dear W ees—There may be some Wees who haven’t yet thought 
of it, but I am sure most of them have, for I know how little girls feel, 
about this time of the year. ‘One month and twenty days,” “Just 
one month,” “One more week,” and “It seems like tomorrow will 
never come.” There! You have guessed what I am thinking about! 
Christmas! Suppose we get so busy with making ready for this won- 
derful day, that we will not have the time to count the days, and then 
it will be here before we know it. 

Our sewing lesson this month will be a start on the gifts that 
we love to make and to give. I am going to tell you about one that 
will be fine for Madam Mother, or Grandmere, or Great-aunt, or 
Big Sister. It is going to be a b-e-a-u-t-i-f-u-l gift, and the one to 
whom you give it will be glad, and will appreciate all the stitches of 
your willing little fingers. You can guess what it is, from the 
picture, for you have seen Mother’s callers carrying them, and Mother 
also, I suppose. A beaded bag! You can make this bag any color 
you like, and you may also select the beads. I shall suggest some 
colors: navy blue or black satin with steel beads; dark brown or green 
satin with gold beads; gray satin with purple beads, or purple satin 
with gold beads. Maybe you can find a piece of satin, or silk, 
or velvet left from a “Sunday-go-to-meeting” frock of the one for 
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whom you are going to make the bag, and then the bag will match 
the dress. The material will need to be about ten by sixteen inches; 
then you will need a piece of bright colored satin or silk eight by six- 
teen inches, for lining. -You may find the necessary material in 


Diagram 1 


Mother’s scrap bag. Then we will need two bunches of small round 
beads, and for draw strings, a yard of half-inch satin ribbon to match 
the material. Suppose you get a piece of paper and make a memo- 
randum so that you can get everything together before we start. 


Diagrama 


We will make our pattern, first. Take a piece of plain paper, 
sixteen inches long and about four inches wide. Start half an inch 
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from one end and trace diagram 1—all but the little cross—on the 
paper, then right close to this tracing, so it will join it, trace it again, 

en one more time. Yes; three times so close together that you will 
not know but that it was all traced at one time, and the last one should 
come just half an inch from the end. Now we are going to cut right 
along the traced line on each side. Baste this on your material—be 
sure that it has been pressed well—about two and a half inches from 
one side of the cloth. Get it even! See diagram 2. 

Just on the outside of this paper, on each side, we will put our 
top or saucer 
and break one bunch of beads into 

— it. Use double silk thread and a 
very fine needle—see that the needle 
will go through the beads before you 
start. Knot the thread, draw it 

pe through to the right side close to the 

\ pattern; take a bead on the needle; 

push it down close to the cloth, and 
stick the needle through to the wrong 

3 side. Very close, so they almost 

D touch, put another bead, and then 


another, to the end. 


Then make your row of beads on the other side of the pattern, 
and pull out the bastings and remove the pattern. Fill up the space 
between these two lines with beads about a fourth of an inch apart. 
The little crosses that you see between the points everywhere, in the 
picture of the finished bag, are made by bringing the needle through 
to the right side just where you want the middle of the cross. Take 
up three beads, and stick the needle back to the wrong side just below, 
so that the beads will lie flat. ‘Then come up through the center again 
and go back above, then back and to one side, then back and to the 
other side. Look at the little cross on diagram 1, and you will see 
how to do it. Now that the beading is finished, sew the ends together 
so that the design fits just as if there were no seam there. At the 
top or widest side of cloth above the beading, baste a hem one and 
a half inches wide, and half an inch above this basting sew again, this 
time in tiny stitches to stay. Gather the bottom, or other side of the 
cloth, with a double thread, pull up tight and then take the raw edges 
through the wrong side and sew through and through, so that they will 
stay there. Sew up the lining and gather it at the bottom just like you 
did the outside. Slip this into the bag with the wrong side next to 


the bag, pull out the basting of the hem at the top of the bag, slip the 
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raw edge of the lining under this hem; baste, and then sew it all around 
in tiny stitches like the other row. Between these two rows on each 
side, where you see the draw string coming out in diagram 4, make 
two tiny buttonholes through the outside layer of the cloth. Be careful 
when you cut them. Mother may cut them for you. Then work them 
like diagram 3. Cut your ribbon in half and thread one piece of it 
in a bodkin. Do you know 
what a bodkin is? It is like 
a very big needle with a 
blunt end instead of a sharp 
point, and you can start in 
one buttonhole and run the 
ribbon out through the other 
buttonhole. Then tie the 
ends in a tiny bow. Take 
the other piece of ribbon, and 
run it from the other button- 
hole all around and out 
through the same place, and 
tie these ends in a bow. ~ I\ Diagram 
Next make the tassel on N uf 

the bottom. Start with a 
double thread, catching it 
up in the center where it is gathered together, thread a lot 
of beads, until you have a string about five inches long, then take an- 
other stitch where you started, and string some more beads and catch 
it to the bag again. Make a lot of these loops, as many as look pretty, 
or until you use all the beads, and your bag is finished. Doesn't it 
look just as if it came from the bag shop? I know somebody will be 
mighty proud of the Wee who makes one of these pretty gifts, and that 
same somebody will be happily reminded of the very clever fingers 
of a dear little girl, whenever she uses it. 

Next month we will learn to make some simpler gifts for the girl 
friends, and also something for big and little boys, even daddy. Get 
this gift all finished and out of the way so that you will be all ready. 


| 
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Lesson 9, NovEMBER 26, 1922. 
JESUS THE GREAT MISSIONARY.—Luke 8. 


GOLDEN TEXT—The Son of man came to seek and to save that which 
was lost.—Luke 19:10. 


Our lesson today marks the beginning of Jesus Christ’s second preach- 
ing tour. Wherever he went, there were many people gathered to hear him. 
They listened eagerly to his good news that the kingdom of heaven was 
at hand, and that all might have forgiveness and healing for the asking. 
This was wonderful news to them, although it is all familiar to us. 
After preaching to the people, Jesus took his disciples and crossed the 
lake. When they had left the shore, he fell asleep in the boat. A terrible 
storm came upon them, but it did not wake Jesus. Finally the disciples, 
terrified by the storm, called to him. Jesus quieted their fears and then com- 
manded the winds and the waves to be still, and they became calm. The 
lake became smooth and beautiful and they continued upon their journey. 
When they reached their destination, they were met by a man 
who was possessed of demons. He begged Jesus to bid them depart, and 
Jesus did so and the man was healed. Have you ever seen a playmate 
very angry—perhaps filled with the desire to destroy his toys, or to hurt 
another playmate? That is another way of being possessed of a demon. 
Or perhaps one is very jealous, or fearful, or is wrought up by some other 
emotion. These are all forms of demons, that must be healed by the 

_ Spirit of love and peace. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


What was the secret of Jesus’ ability to quiet the storm? He was not 
afraid and he knew that all things were obedient to the word of God. 
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How can we quiet the storms that rise in our lives? By speaking to 
them the word of peace. 

How can we cast out the demons of anger, fear, and jealousy from our 
hearts? By asking Christ to take them away and to fill our hearts with love 
and peace. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—Christ gives me peace, 
harmony, and freedom. 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 3, 1922. 
JESUS SENDING OUT MISSIONARIES.—Luke 9:1-10:24. 


GoLDEN TEXT—T he harvest indeed is plenteous, but the laborers are 
few: pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he send forth laborers 
into his harvest——Luke 10:2. 


You already know of the twelve disciples of Jesus Christ, and of their 
works, but we learn today that in addition to these, Jesus sent out seventy 
others, as missionaries. He sent them out two at a time, into every village 
and city where he himself expected to go later. He sent them not only to 
the big towns, but also to the smallest villages. He told them to “carry 
no purse.” They were to know that they were working for the Lord, 
and that he would see to it that all their needs were abundantly supplied. 
He told them to say before they entered any house, “Peace be to this 
house.” ‘That is a good thing for us to remember and to say to our own 
houses, schoolrooms, and churches. Jesus told these seventy that they 
were to heal the sick and to tell the people about the kingdom of God, 
and of the good that was in store for them if they would believe God’s 
word. So these missionaries went out and did as they were told, and they 
returned with joy, reporting that they had been very successful. It always 
makes people joyful to carry the message of Christ. It is a joy to know that 
you have helped some one. We are always glad when we have an oppor- 
tunity to tell another of the wonderful healing power of God's love, or of 
God’s power to bless and to prosper; in this way we are missionaries in 
our own land. 

QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

How can we be missionaries for Christ? By telling of the Truth 
wherever we have an opportunity. 

Where can boys and girls begin their missionary work? At school, 
at home, and on the playground. 

How does Christ regard the work of boys and girls at home as com- 
pared to the work of the missionary in foreign lands? Christ is just as 
pleased with one who spreads the gospel of Truth at home as he is with 
one who is working in foreign lands. 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—/ gladly bear the mes- 
sage of Truth as a true disciple of Christ. 


LEssON 11, DECEMBER 10, 1922. 
STORY OF THE GOOD SAMARITAN.—Luke 10:25-37. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt love thy neighbor as_ thyself.— 
Lev. 19:18. 


A certain man was making the journey from Jerusalem to Jericho, 
and upon the road he was attacked by robbers, who took all his belongings 
and beat him terribly, leaving him half dead. A priest, passing that 
way saw the man, but he crossed the road and went down on the other 
side, leaving the poor man to lie there by the roadside. Then came an- 
other man called a Levite, but he, too, crossed the road and paid no 
attention to the poor man lying there helpless. Then came another man, 
called a Samaritan, and when he saw the traveler lying there helpless, 
he went to him and gave him such aid as he could. He set the man upon 
his own beast and brought him to an inn, and gave instructions for him 
to be cared for. And in the morning, this Samaritan gave the inn- 
keeper money, and told him to look after the sick man, and if it was neces- 
sary to spend more money upon him, he (the Samaritan) would re- 
pay the innkeeper when he came back again. What a lovely spirit for 
him to show! Do you not suppose the priest and the Levite must have been 
troubled in their hearts because of their neglect of this poor man? Surely 
their conscience must have pricked them many times. Could you pass by 
any one needing help as this man needed it, without offering him assistance? 

QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 

Tell this story in your own way, and what you would have done in 
the same circumstances. 

Tell where you think the Samaritan got his reward for his kindness 
to this poor man. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSSoN—The Spirit of love and 
compassion prompts me to help in every case of need. 


LEsson 12, DECEMBER 17, 1922. | 
JESUS AMONG FRIENDS AND FOES.—Luke 10:38-11:54. 
GoLpEN TEXT—Ye are my friends, if ye do the things which I 
command you.—John 15:14. 
In the little town of Bethany, on the road to Jericho, lived two sisters, 


Martha and Mary, who invited Jesus to their house. Martha was doubt- 
less a very good housekeeper and an excellent cook, and she was anxious 
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that everything should be done well. Jesus was an honored guest and she 
was determined to provide fine entertainment upon this occasion of his 
visit to her home. It was a loving impulse upon her part, and we may be 
sure that Jesus appreciated it. Mary did not bother so much about the 
household duties, but she sat at Jesus’ feet and listened to his word. This 
displeased Martha and she asked Jesus: “Dost thou not care that my 
sister did leave me to serve alone?” But Jesus told her not to be troubled 
about serving him in fine style, and not to let her household duties worry her. 
He told her that the most needful thing was to learn the Truth and put 
it into practice. This Mary was eager to do, and so Jesus said to Martha: 
‘Mary hath chosen the good part.” 

The lesson for us here is that we are not to spend too much time and 
thought on the questions of house, dress, and entertainment. It is necessary 
for us to love Christ and to commune with him; all else that is good and 
true and useful will follow naturally, and in good time. 

While Martha was bustling about preparing the meal, Mary was 
receiving spiritual instruction from Jesus. This instruction was the “portion” 


which could never be taken from her. 
QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 
What is the right way to entertain Jesus? By opening our hearts 


and souls to his spirit, and by giving him the best that our hearts afford. 


Is it necessary that we wear fine clothing and attend the most preten- 
tious places of worship, to be a Christian? No. 


Tell in your own words what lesson can be learned from Martha; 
from Mary. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—!] seek first the kingdom of 
God and his righteousness; I serve as the wisdom of Spirit directs. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 24, 1922. 
THE BIRTH OF JESUS.—Luke 2:1-20. 


GoLDEN TExXT—There is born to you this day in the city of David 
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord.—Luke 2:11 


Joseph, a carpenter of Nazareth, had a wonderful dream, in which 
he saw an angel of the Lord standing beside him. The angel said to 
him, “Joseph, I have come to tell you that Mary, your wife, will have a 
little son sent to her by the Lord. You must call him Jesus, which means 
salvation, for he shall save the people from their sins.” Soon after this 
the emperor issued a command for all the people to go to the towns from 
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which their families had come, and there to have their names written down 
upon a record book, for the emperor wished to keep a record of all the 
people under his rule. As Joseph and Mary had come from Bethlehem, 
they had to return there to have their names recorded. It was a long 
journey. When they reached Bethlehem they found that the inn was full 
of people who had come upon the same errand. All that they could do 
was to go to a stable where the cattle were kept, and it was there, in a 
manger, that the little babe Jesus was born. On that same night, some 
shepherds were tending their sheep in a field near Bethlehem. Suddenly 
a great light shone upon them, and an angel of the Lord appeared to 
them and told them of the wonderful baby born in Bethlehem. So they 
went to Bethlehem to see the babe, and rejoiced with Mary and Joseph 
over his coming. Even the greatest blessings often come from the most 
humble sources. Jesus could not have done greater works had he been 
born in a wonderful palace, surrounded by servants and things of beauty. 
Whenever the Spirit of love finds expression in our hearts, then the Christ 
child is cradled there, and his coming will bring us peace and happiness 
and great joy. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


Tell this story in your own way, and explain what it means to you. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—T oday is Christ born in 
the manger of my heart. 


NOVEMBER 


The woods are splashed with yellow now, 
And red the hillsides burn; 
The leaves are slipping from the trees; 


The cold has browned the fern. 


The cornfields once so fresh and green, 
Now harbor noisy crows, 

That shrewdly cast an eye aloft 

In search of coming snows. 


Jack Frost comes riding o’er the hills, 
Where creak the woodmen’s carts; 
But children fear no wintry chill, 
With summer in their hearts. 
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AME PEAPLE THINK IT A 
VERY RELIABLE TIME. PIECE 


0098 =X. SHINN 23 


BUT IT IS ANE THAT YAU CAN NEVER SET 


FOUR-LETTER WORD SQUARE 


When the following four four-letter words are placed in a square, 
the words will be the same when read across, or downward. 


The first word each way represents the feeling that Wees should 
have for all people. 

The second describes the shape of an egg. 

The third means: large vessels which are used in dyeing and 
tanning. 

The fourth means: other one. 
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THE EVENING PRAYER 


Last night when it was my bed- © 
time, Mother took me upstairs. 
She does that every night, and last 
night she let Boon go with us. 

Mother made me all ready for 
bed, and I knelt down to say my 
prayers. 

Boon slipped up and licked my 
foot. 

That tickled me, and I laughed 
before I could think. Mother laugh- 
ed, too. 

Then I said my prayers all over 
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again, and Mother helped me into 
bed. She tucked me close, and told 
me that God’s love would take care 
of me while I slept. 

She put out the light, and kiss- 
ed me goodnight again. And Boon 
jumped up and licked my _ hair. 
That made us both laugh again. 


Then Mother and Boon went 
downstairs. 
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4 ¢ 


A NOVEMBER FROLIC 


When I looked out of the window and saw a group of Indians 
gathered around the range, which I have in my back yard for use at 
preserving time, I was startled. One of the Indians exclaimed: 

“Say, doesn’t that parched corn smell good!” 

I felt at ease immediately, for I know that Indians who speak 
that language are never savage. 

“Wow!” came a war cry, and | hastened to assure myself that 
they were the good Indians that I had believed them to be, for the 
cry sounded savage enough. I soon discovered the source of the war 
whoop. A small blue-eyed Indian had been too anxious to sample 
the parched corn. A brother brave consoled him. 

“Mother,” called an Indian, weirdly painted in red and black, 
“we're going to have a feast of parched corn, just like real Indians. 
And Mother, may we roast some apples; and will you come and be 
a — mother? We'll play that all the Pilgrim fathers are away 
at wor 

Before we began to eat, the Indian chief arose, and folding his 
arms, told us that we were celebrating because the coming winter 
held no terror for us; that the harvest had been plentiful, and the 
tribe had loads of good things stored away for food. 

“ “For all of these blessings,” said the chief, “we thank the Lord. 
en. 

Then the feasting began. When each little Indian had eaten 
all he could, he told of the things for which we should be thank- 
ful. Tommy said that he was thankful that he hadn’t burned the 
whole roof of his mouth, instead of just one place. He was reminded 
that if he would be thankful that God’s child couldn’t be hurt, that 
small place would be well. 

I believe it worked, for all the afternoon, Tommy was the 
jolliest Indian in the tribe. 
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WHEN I WAS FIVE 
ANNA MEDARY 


When I was five, in Sunday school, 
A crown was put on me, 
"Twas made from yellow ribbon, tied, 


And pretty as could be. 


Then after that I chose some hymns, 
And led the marching too, 

And passed around the money bank; 
And then when I was through, 


The teacher called me by my name, 
And I went to her there, 

And with her arms around me tight, 
She said a little prayer! 
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WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK 
N umber Two 


Kansas City, Mo., Nov. 1, 1922. 
Dear Wees: 


You are acquainted by this time with my 
big brother, “Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Num- 
ber One.” While we belong to the same family, 
we have different characteristics. He is very 
practical, while I lean entirely to the fanciful 
and the poetical; yet our mother seems to think 
equally well of us both, and I trust that you, 
dear wee readers, will do the same. 


I speak my thoughts in twenty-two poems, 
illustrated by ninety-two colored pictures. 


While I don't like to brag, I can't help feel- 
ing that you are going to smack your lips, and 


say, “Some treat!" when you have once 
glanced over my pages. 


I am the same size as my brother, and he 
says that he will be very lonesome unless he 
can rest beside me on your bookshelf. 


Father, Mother, Uncle, or Auntie can get 
me for you by sending $1.00 to the 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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BLANCHE . 


There's a song that is singing 
the whole world round, 
Up where the birds fly, and 


down in the ground. © 


The wild things sing it when the 
sun hangs low; 

The gray cat purrs it in the 
warm fire's glow. 


The pumpkins and apples up in 
the loft, 

Sing it in color-tones, warm and 
soft. 


mi If you haven't sung it, you may, 
before long, 
For all the world’s singing the 
Thanksgiving song. 
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Today is a play, 

And I choose the part 
Of God's perfect child, 
| To be called, Happy- 


L| Today is a tale 
In which I may tell 
How God's happy 
child 
Keeps strong, wise, 
and well. 
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Today is a gift 

Of God's love so free. 
I share it with you; 
You share it with me. 
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